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Since new year is the time for vows, 
I'll take a thought or two, 
And write upon my little slate 
Some things I mean to do. 
I'll be as tidy as I can 
When I'm about my play, 
And when it's time to go to bed, 
Put all my toys away. 


| 


I'll place them safely in their box, 
To keep them bright and clean; 
My room will then be orderly, 


The neatest ever seen. 


When morning comes, though snug my 
bed, 
First time I hear them call, 
I'll jump right out and dress myself, 
And not delay at all. 


Before a word is said to me, 
I'll wash my face, until 
My mother laughs: “Why, how. you 
shine 


With cleanness wail good will!” 
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At breakfast, I'll say, Please,” and, 
“Thanks,” 
Each time I pass my plate. 
And then I'll hurry off to school, 
So I will not be late. 


I'll brush my teeth each time I eat, 
Before some one can say? 
“How many times, dear Robin, have 


You used your brush, today?™ 
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Before I come into the house, 
I'll clean and clean my shoes. 

I will not take the softest chair, 
But let the others choose. 


I'll lift my hat to Mother and 
To all the girls I know; 

I'll act politely all the time 
In ev'ry place I go. 


A 


And I'll not interrupt at all 
When grown-ups talk and talk, 
| When I would like to run in church, 
Most soberly I'll walk. 


And I will try to do each thing 
Before a small boy set, 
And get it done, before they cry: 
Now, Robin, don't forget!” 


‘ 

ume 


I'll always think and speak and act 
As kindly as I can, | 

And though I'm just a little boy, 
I'll try to be a man. 


And if I should get done each day, 
The things I've written here, 

I guess they ll keep me busy through 
Each day of this new year. 
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HE, SHE AND IT 


Epwarp GowaAR 


He was a little boy; She was a little girl; It was a box of magic 
paints. They all met together in the Land of Dreams, where they had 
a wonderful adventure. 

When He first arrived in the Land of Dreams, there was nothing 
whatever to be seen, and he found himself standing in a kind of blank 
space. Presently, She appeared, very sketchy and vague at first, 
but gradually becoming more and more distinct, until finally He 
could see a very pretty little girl standing before him, regarding him 
through wide open and wondering eyes. 

“Why!” She exclaimed, smiling and looking about, in a puzzled 
manner, “where are we?” 

He shook his head. “I don’t know, in the least,”’ he admitted. 

“There doesn’t seem to be anybody here but us,” She continued, 
glancing about in dismay. 

“No. Nor anything else, either,” declared He, shaking his 
head. “No houses, no trees, no people, and not even any ground to 
walk on,” he said, glancing down at his feet, which seemed to be 
standing on thin air. 

“Can you remember who you are?” She asked presently. 

He thought for a moment, and then shook his head. 

. “Neither can I;” said She, “and I cannot imagine how we got 
ere. 

“Nor what we shall do, now that we are here,” said He. 
““There doesn’t seem to be anything to do. And nothing to do it 
with,” he added, vaguely. 

“It’s rather like being cast upon a desolate island, like Robinson 
Crusoe, isn’t it?” suggested She. 

““Yes,”” He agreed, “except that there isn’t any island, nor any- 
thing to build a house and things with, like he did.” 

“Let’s walk along a little way, and perhaps we shall come to 
something or other,” She suggested. 

So they walked and walked and walked, but nothing whatever 


came into sight. 
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“It eventually took the form of a small black box. 
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“Can you see anything?” She asked, every now and then, as 
they peered into space. 

“No,” replied He, each time, “but let us go on; we are bound to 
come to something, sooner or later.” 

“IT wonder what it will be,” pondered She. 

“Tt’s likely to be anything,” asserted He, somewhat discon- 
tentedly. ‘““There’s no telling what to expect.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed She, a moment later. “I can see something. 
Look! Look!’ She pointed a little way ahead of them, to where 
a little black speck was gradually appearing. 

It eventually took the form of a small black tin box, with the 
words, “This is It,”” printed on it in white letters. 

The children got down on their knees and examined It. 

It was locked; but there was a tiny key in the lock. When the 
children turned the key and lifted the lid, some neatly folded sheets 
of white paper, some pencils, paint brushes, and several cakes of 
paint, each in a little white china dish, came to sight. 

“A paint box!” exclaimed She. “Well, it will help to pass 
away the time, anyway. Can you draw?” she inquired. 

“Not very well, I am afraid,” admitted He. “But I'll try, if 
you like,” he added, obligingly. ‘““What shall I draw?” 

“Oh! draw an island, like the one we should have been wrecked 
on, if we had been wrecked,” demanded She. 

““That’s pretty easy, I guess,” said He, relieved that she had not 
suggested something more difficult. 

Carefully taking out one of the sheets of paper from the paint 
box, He smoothed it out on his knee, and roughly drew an irregularly 
shaped island. 

“‘Let’s see! What color shall I paint it?” he asked. 

“Brown, of course,” replied She. ‘““That’s the color of the 
ground.” 

He dipped a brush into one of the little china dishes in which was 
some paint marked, “Earth Brown,” and painted the island; then, 
with some other paint, marked “Ultramarine,” he painted all around it. 

““That’s the sea,” he started to explain, ““and—” 

“Oh! look!”’ interrupted She. “ It’s growing bigger and bigger!” 


(To be continued ) 
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THE THE 


LITTLE NEW 
MRS 


“Oh! I am the little New Year, ho! ho! 
Here I come tripping in, over the snow; 
Shaking my bells with a merry din, 
So open your doors and let me in. 


“Blessings I'll bring to each and all, 
Big folks and little folks, short and tall; 
Each one from me a treasure may win, 
So open your doors and let me in.” 


Thus sang little Dicky Birny, as he entered the room where his 
mother lay listlessly on the couch before the fire. 

““Mother, dear, you must open the door of your heart and let 
all this New Year of joy come in,” said Dicky, as he put his cold, 
rosy round face up to his mother’s, to be kissed. 

“Well, Dicky, boy, you have certainly opened your doors to 
something lovely, from the look of brightness in your eyes. Sing that 
song again, and tell me about it.” 

“The teacher explained it all to us, and I’m going to let wonder- 
ful things come into my life this year,” replied Dicky. 

““My dear boy, you talk like an old philosopher. What is this 
lovely nonsense you are thinking about >” 

“Tt isn’t nonsense, Mother,” stoutly asserted the youngster. 

“Well, tell Mother about it, then, Dicky.” : 

“Will you open your door, Mother dear, and let all the good 
things that you would like to have, come in?” insisted the boy. 

“Sing the song again, boy, and let me think,” she remarked, 
thoughtfully. 

Dicky stood up and sang with all the fervor and strength of his 
seven years. When he finished, his mother was weeping. 

“Don’t cry, Mummy dear, you see the little New Year is happy; 
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he dances over the cold places, and he shakes his bells to let people 
know that he is coming, with all the good things. What good things 
would you like him to bring you, Mummy >?” 

“Tell me first, what you are going to ask for, Dicky?” 

“Well, you see, Mother dear, I have so many blessings already 
that it is hard for me to think of any more.” 

“Why, child alive! What blessings have you, with Father gone, 
and me sick, and the money nearly all paid out, and you had only 
candy and an orange for Christmas?” 

““But, Mummy dear, I have you to love and to help, and I have 
good health, and my dog, Billy, and I can sing and read and skate and 
make snow men and—” 


“*My dear boy, you talk like an old philosopher.” 
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“Dear me, Dicky, do you call that ‘things?’ ” 

“Teacher says that we must first think things, and then just know 
that we are one with everything, because we are God’s children, and 
God made everything, and he is everything, and he wants us to have 
everything.”” Dicky stopped, breathless. It was the longest speech 
that he had ever made. 

“See here, Dicky, didn’t you think that you wanted a sled for 
Christmas, but poor mother didn’t have the money to buy it for you?” 

“Yes, I told Teacher, but she said I should have asked our loving 
Father, and he would have told Santa about it. She says that when 
we expect just our mothers and fathers to give us things, we shut God 
out, and God is Love. I want to love everybody, and I want every- 
body to love me. That is what I am going to ask the little New Year 
to bring me. Whew! Won't that be jolly?” And Dicky danced 
about the room at the thought of it. 

“Dear child, what a blessing is your ignorance,” sighed Mrs. 
Birny. 

“Teacher says that is wisdom,” declared Dicky. 

““Now, Mummy dear, let’s see what you can open your door to.” 

To please the child, the mother began rather whimsically to name 
a number of things, but the enthusiasm with which Dicky met each 
remark quickened her imagination and she became really interested, 
if not convinced. 

“Well, I will open my door to good health.” 

““You’re opening, Mother, let’s do it now,” pleaded the boy. 

Together, they affirmed, and the mother’s faith was awakened. 

“Now, Mummy, we must send blessings for other people’s 
doors,” said Dicky. ‘“‘First, we must thank God for the blessings that 
are all around us, then we must bless them and praise God for them.” 

“Boy, boy,” cried Dicky’s mother, “where did you learn all 
these beautiful things?” 

“My teacher told us, when she taught us the little New Year 
song. Won't you open your doors wider now, Mummy, and let good 
things come in?” pleaded Dicky. 

“Indeed, I will, my fine, brave lad,—” 


“Oh, Mummy, you’ve opened your door, now. What a grand 
New Year we'll have together ;”” and away danced Dicky, singing, 


“Blessings I'll bring to each and all, 
Big folks and little folks, short and tall,” 


and mother took up the refrain and found that as she sang, an in- 
visible door opened, the door to her own soul, to God. 
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“My, I wonder where Puck is,” said Peter to himself, as he 
sat by the side of a stream, idly watching some tadpoles. “He hasn’t 
been here for a long time.” 

Just then Peter happened to look up, and whom should he see 
but Puck, himself. 

““Why, there he is now,” exclaimed Peter, “‘and on a cunning 
little green turtle, too. Oh! I do hope he will come this way so that 
we can have a good chat. 

““Hi there, Puck! Where have you been all this time? I was just 
wishing that you would come.” 

“Hello, old chap,” said Puck as he drove up beside Peter. 
“So you’ve missed me, have you >” 

“T should say I have. I say, what a peach of a turtle. . Where 
did you get him?” 

““Humph,” snorted the turtle; ““what impudence!” 

““Wh—why he can talk. He seems to be rather cross about 
something, too. What do you suppose is the matter with him, Puck >” 

“Well, knowing him as I do,” replied Puck, “I should say he is 
angry because you didn’t speak of him with the proper respect.” 

““But why should I>” objected Peter. ‘‘He’s only a turtle.” 

““Young sir, have you no respect for your elders?” As the turtle 
said this, he stretched his head away out of his shell, cocked his head 
to one side and peered inquiringly at Peter. 

“T know just what you were going to say,” the turtle hastened 
to add. “You were going to say that I am not one of your elders. 
But there you are mistaken. “There—you—are—amistaken.” This 
last sentence was repeated very slowly, and solemnly. The turtle 
shook his head. “‘Why, boy, I'll venture to say that I am as much as 
thirty-five years older than you are. Oh! the tales I could tell you 
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‘What a peach of a turtle!” 


if I only had the time. But I have to take Puck over to call on a family 
of squirrels that has moved into the neighborhood lately.” 


+ 
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“You may stay here and talk to Peter if you like, my dear 
Mr. Turtle. The home of the squirrel family isn’t very far from here, 
and I can go the rest of the way on foot. Besides, one of my little 
feathered friends may happen along and will take me right up to the 
nest.” 

“Very well, if you are sure you can get on without me,” said Mr. 
Turtle importantly, “I think I shall stay here and tell this boy some- 
thing about myself and the great order to which | belong.” 

The turtle then settled himself comfortably on the grass beside 
Peter, drew his four little legs inside the shell and began: 

“The first important fact is that we are of the great order Che- 
lonia, of which there are about two hundred and fifty known species.” 

The turtle delivered this information in a very grand and solemn 
manner and gazed thoughtfully at Peter. 

““O—o—oh!” gasped Peter. 

“You may well say ‘oh,’”’ resumed the little fellow proudly. 
“For if there are two hundred and fifty known species, think how many 
more there must be that haven’t even been discovered.” 

“*And have you met all of them>’’ asked Peter. 

“No, I’m sorry to say I have not. But a distant relative who is 
three hundred years old and who consequently knows a very great 
deal, told me about them. I, however, am acquainted with several 
different kinds which I will tell you about later, if you want me to—” 

“Oh! yes, I—” 

“Listen carefully to what I have to say,”’ continued Mr. Turtle, 
without noticing Peter’s interruption. 

“Having told you the name of the order to which I belong and 
the number of species in the order, I shall now proceed to tell you 
about the classes into which the order is divided.” 

Mr. Turtle said this in such a pompous manner that Peter was 
very much impressed. 

“Know then, boy, that the order Chelonia is divided into three 
classes: the turtle, the tortoise, and the terrapin. Now the—” 

“Oh! I thought they were all called turtles,” exclaimed Peter. 

“Nothing of the kind,” replied the turtle impatiently. ‘“‘Now 
where was I? If you would only listen instead of interrupting, | 
might get somewhere. Oh! yes, I remember. Strictly speaking, the 
word turtle applies only to that class of Chelonia that lives in the sea. 
But here in the United States, we are all called turtles whether we 
live in the sea or on the land. 

““The tortoise is quite different from the turtle. It lives on the 
land. I ama tortoise. See, I can draw my head and all four of my 
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legs inside my shell. I do it for protection. If any one comes along, 
I can inclose myself in my shell, and nine times out of ten I am not even 
noticed. 

“The real sea turtles cannot do that, but then they can get about 
so much faster than we can that they do not have to hide to keep out of 
harm’s way. 

“TI am a box tortoise. There is another box tortoise near here 
who is a very good friend of mine. Mr. Wood Turtle and Mr. 
Painted Turtle are also very dear to me. I really wish you could see 
my friend, Mr. Painted Turtle. He is made very gay with dashes of 
red on his arms and legs and on both sides of his head. 

“The third class is known as the fresh-water terrapin. 

“T wish I had time to tell you more, but Puck is coming and, as 
he usually is in a very great hurry, I probably should have to leave off 
in the midst of the mest interesting part of my history.” 

Sure enough, as Mr. Turtle finished speaking, Puck came gaily 


“Well, hello there! So Mr. Turtle is still giving you his family 
history is he, Peter? I always knew he thought well of himself, but 
I did not think it would carry him this far. 

“Come, Mr. Turtle, we must be over to Miss Sally Snail’s for 
tea, and as you are not a very fast walker, I think we should start.” 

“Oh! must you go, Puck?’ asked Peter. “I hoped that you 
would stay a while and tell me about those funny little grey things 
down there in the water.” 

“Do you mean those little creatures with the long tails, Peter? 
Why those are tadpoles. Yes, indeed I will tell you about them, 
but I cannot do it today. If you will come here tomorrow afternoon 
I’ll introduce you to them, and they will be quite happy to tell you 
about themselves. May I look for you?” 

“Oh! surely, Puck.” 

““Very well then. See you tomorrow. Good-by.” 

Puck then got upon Mr. Turtle’s back and rode slowly away. 


up. 
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JOYS 
NATUR 
LIDA R. HARDY TALKS 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE ANTS 


“They seem to come next to man in reasoning.” 


What interesting little creatures the insects are! ‘In wisdom 
God hath made them all.” 

Little Wee, go outdoors any warm spring day. Open your 
two bright eyes. Look right down in front of you on the ground or 
on the brick sidewalk. You will see some industrious little creatures 
—ants, whose nature and habits excite our interest and wonder. As 
I study about them, and study the ants themselves, it seems to me that 
they come next to man in reasoning and intelligence. 

These little creatures seem to have the kind of organized life, 
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and much the same systems that people have. They go to war and 

fight battles. “Those who win in battle carry their captives home for 

servants. As soon as the new servants are brought home, they are 
warmed, fed, bathed, and tenderly cared for by 
the servants who are already there. Later they 
work with the rest of the servants, gladly doing the 
tasks which are given them to do. 

The ants have their well drilled soldiers, who 
understand nothing but the life of a soldier, and 
who are waited upon by the servant ants. 

A Worker Ants have their herds of cattle, which are 
nothing less than the wee plant lice that may be seen any day on our 
rosebushes and other plants. The ants are very fond of a sweet liquor 
which they secure with their mouths from two little teats situated at 
the end of the backs of the lice which they use as their milch cows. 

The soldier ants, accompanied by the servants, hunt up the cattle, 
which are brought home, imprisoned, and cared for by the servants, 
exactly as people care for their cows. Sometimes ants build their 
houses near the plants that their cattle feed upon, in order that they 
may secure richer milk. When they do this, they build stables near 


by, in which to imprison the cattle. These stables have been discovered 


and examined by such distinguished nature students as Huber and 
Lubbock, and they say that there is no doubt as to the purpose of the 
stables. 

Many a time, when we have been watching the ants, you and [| 
have seen them touching each other with their antennee, those long feel- 
ers which stick out from their 
heads. When they do this, they 
are talking to one another. Nat- 
uralists call their way of talking 
“the antennal language.” ‘That 
the ants really have a language 
could hardly be believed at first. 
It was not until after much study 
and careful watching by many 
naturalists that it was proved be- 
yond a doubt that these wonder- 
fully wise little fellows have as 
many different motions and signs 
as those practiced by deaf and 
dumb people. An Ant and a Cow 

Once, Mr. Lubbock put a colony of ants into a dark place. He 


WEE WISDOM 21 


says that at first they all scattered in disorder. But he soon noticed 
that one ant found an outlet. Immediately, this ant went back, and 
after he had touched a certain number of others, they talked a while 
together. Then all formed in perfect lines and marched out, as orderly 
as any of our soldiers could have done. 

There are men who have studied about ants for years. They 
tell us that little cities are built by these intelligent insects, and that 
after they have built a city, a field around it is cleared of all grass, sticks, 
stones, and weeds, and after they have made it nice and clean, they 
plant their seed, which is like tiny rice grains. 

They plant, care for, and harvest their grain, and if, after they 
have stored it away, it becomes damp, they carry it out into the sun 
to dry, and afterward store it away for their winter’s food. 

Leland O. Howard, a great student of natural history, tells us 
that the life of the ants is like life in a well-governed country, where 
each works for the good of all; each having his own given work, and 
each ready to give up his own will for the good of others. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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JANUARY 


L oO. 

Out from the stars in heaven's blue, 
On rushing wings I come to you. 
A gift within my arms I hold, 
More precious than the reddest gold: 
A full, round year of laughing days, 
With bloom of spring and autumn haze; 
White snow I scatter on the lands, 
Bright dew I sprinkle from my hands; 
I bring so much of love and cheer, 
~ I hope to be your best New Year, 

Pa ZF, That so my stay with you shall be 
Za~ ° The sweetest yet for you and me. 
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THOUGHTFUL JANE 
AucusTa Dixon 
Locustdale, L. I. 


Jane lived in the hot and stuffy city with her Uncle Dave, who 
was a doctor. 

One day Uncle Dave said to Jane: “Would you like to visit 
Tommy Smith>?” 

“Yes, I would, Uncle Dave,” said Jane. 

Tom was a very sick little boy who lived with his mother, in 
an attic. 

Jane went upstairs for her hat and coat, and seeing Wee Wisdom 
on the bed, she took Wee Wisdom with her. 

When they reached the house, Uncle Dave said: “‘Jane, you stay 
here until I call you.” 

So Jane read Wee Wisdom. Presently, a soft mew attracted 
her attention. Looking around, she saw a yellow kitten in a tree. 
The kitten was trying to get down. “Here, kitty, kitty,” called Jane. 

A boy passing, seeing the cat in the tree, asked Jane if he might 
get it for her. He climbed the tree and soon the kitten was nestling 
in Jane’s arms. Jane thanked the boy very kindly. 

Just then Uncle Dave called and Jane took the kitten upstairs 
with her. 

Tom was looking better. When he saw Jane with the yellow 
kitten, he said: 

“O Mother, can’t I have a yellow kitten, too?” 

“Well,” replied the mother, “‘yellow kittens are hard to get.” 

“Remembering the Booster Club’s object, ““To radiate sunshine, 
even in the darkest corners of the world,” Jane said: 

“Tom, you may have my kitten.” 

“Oh! thank you,” said Tom, “you have made me very happy.” 

On the way home, Uncle Dave asked Jane: 
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“‘What made you give the kitten away, Jane?” 

“Why!” said Jane, “don’t you know what it says in Wee 
Wisdom >” 

“No,” said Uncle Dave, “‘tell me all about it.” 

Jane told Uncle Dave. Since then Uncle Dave has seen that 
Jane has never been without Wee Wisdom. 


THANKSGIVING DAY 


ELIZABETH DUVALL (9 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Thanksgiving day has come and gone, but not for you and me, 
For every day brings forth new things; the joys of which I see. 
I thank my Father every night for pleasures of the day, 

And tuck myself in comfy bed, in the good old-fashioned way. 
I thank our Father when I wake, for watching over me, 

And jumping up I dress real quick, I feel so full of glee. 


SNOWFLAKES 
Rita Haskins (12 years) 
Grafton, N. H. 


Snowflakes, snowflakes, 
Coming from the sky. 

The little water fairy 
Will be one by and by. 


Snowflakes, snowflakes, 
Soft and white and clean. 


Look through the window 


And see what a scene! 


God, the gracious Giver, 
Sent them down to me; 
Now do you wonder 


That we should happy be? 


THE SNOWFALL 
Bitty HouGHTON (11 years) 
It was on one February morning about 9 o’clock when I got up 


to see it snowing. It was wonderfully soft and as white as snow could 
be. 
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The sparrows ate the crumbs which my brother and I threw on 
the snow. 

We shoveled the snow off the walk, and Brother Wind blew 
it off and on again. The oaks and maples swayed back and forth. 
Once in a while, a red squirrel would peep out of his hole, safe and 
high in the maple tree. In the afternoon, we went for a walk on the 
cedar hill. It is a pasture with cedars, pines, hickory, and black 
walnut trees. But the most wonderful sight of all was the pines with 
the snow on them. 


KINDNESS 
Selected by DoNNA ROWLES 


Kind hearts are gardens, 
Kind thoughts are roots, 

Kind words are blossoms, 

Kind deeds are fruits. 


Hearts, like doors, will open with ease 
To very, very little keys. 

And don’t forget that two of these 
Are, “I thank you,” and, “If you please!” 


God is Love; God is Good, 


“” And we thank him for this 
food; 


For his tender watchful care, 
| 
or his presence everywhere. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirements for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secre- 
tary of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by 
the twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write 
to one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love to read your stories, especially “The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key.”’ I like to make the things given in the sewing lessons. 
I made a school bag, dresser scarf, cherries, and a Halloween costume. I make 
many things for myself.—Faith Miller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like to read all the stories in Wee Wisdom. I 
don’t like just one, but I like all of them. I let all the children in my room read 
Wee Wisdom. They like to read it—Agnes Stone. 

Dear Wees—I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” best. I also 
like “‘Peter Pan” and The Prayer of Faith, The Prayer of Faith helps me 
a great deal. May God bless all the Wees.—Bessie Silva. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” Wee 
Wisdom helps us in many ways. One day our kitty crawled into a bad place 
and got fast. She was there all day. That night we asked God to release 
out kitty, and the next morning she was free. She had crawled out during the 
night. Last night my sister had a sore throat. We said The Prayer of Faith 
for her and it healed her throat. Papa and Mamma love to read Unity.—Mon- 
tana Taylor. 


Ss GY Cm rr 
| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 27 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for two months; and I 
like you very much. I wish you would come every day.—Marguerite Wallace. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I get much pleasure from reading Wee Wisdom. 
I cannot say which story I like best, I like them all so well. I thank the Wees 
for prayers for my father’s vision. I know your prayers are answered right 
now.—Jessie Dollarhide. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I can hardly wait for it to 
come. I like all the stories. Good luck to all the Wees.—Marion Thomas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for one year now and have 
enjoyed you very much. I love to read your prayers, especially The Prayer of 
Faith. I like ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”” My girl friends meet 
at my home to read Wee Wisdom, each time I receive it. We learn all we 
can from it. I can play the little song, ‘Fairies... —Evelyn Stroup. 

Dear Unity—Wee Wisdom has helped me in every way. I also read 
Weekly Unity, Unity, and The Christian Business Man. They are all very 
interesting. Mother and I go to Sunday school every Sunday, and we enjoy it 
very much. With love to all the Unity workers.—Louise Westover. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I read you from the front 
cover to the very last page, then I send you to my little nephew. I wish every 
child had the blessing of Wee Wisdom.—Donna Rovles. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and 
Home Tots, best. My mother made the school bag for me. I like the sewing 
lessons, too. I also like to read the Booster letters —Gwendolyn Phillips. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I eagerly wait for you to 
come.—Minnie Baxter. 

" Wee Wisdom—lI like the Booster letters very much.—Geraldine 
oerch. 

Dear Secretary—lI received my first copy of Wee Wisdom, yesterday. 
I like the Booster Club best—Thora Harrison. 

Dear Wees—I give Wee Wisdom to my friends, and my aunt sends her 
copies of Wee Wisdom to her nieces and nephews. [I learn all the table blessings. 
I like the song, ““The Fairies,”’ “‘Chickadee,”” and “‘Mother,” best.—Charlotte 
Durans. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for three years. I like Handi- 
craft and Puzzle Page, best—Warren Squires. 

Dear Wees—I love the stories in Wee Wisdom, especially ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key.” Wee Wisdom has taught me many good lessons. 
—Anna Iverson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love you from cover to cover. I wish that 
you came every week instead of every month. I like best, Puzzle Page, and 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”” I am going to send this month’s Wee 
Wisdom to my aunt.—Ruth Nebhut. 

Dear Wees—Y ou healed my bird and I am very glad. He is singing now, 
and has a wonderful voice. I love animals. You have healed me, and my pets, 
often.— May Douglass. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for a year and I love you. I 
like best, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”—Cora Wood. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all of you very much, but I especially like 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” My sister likes your poems; she 
recites them in school.—Mary Allen. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. I have been taking 
you for one year. I like you from cover to cover. I like best, ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,” and ‘‘Peter and the Katydid.”’ I say The Prayer of 
Faith every day and night. It keeps me well and strong —Clyde Stamm. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I especially like 
“‘The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” —Mildred Rathbun. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for eleven months, and I like you 
very much. I do not know which story I like best—Mvyrtle Snow. 

Dear Editor—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for two months. I 
want to know if there is a “bad man’”’ or devil >—Starnes Lewis. 

No, Starnes, there is no “bad man” or devil. Our Bible tells us that in 
the very beginning God created all things and pronounced them very good. 
Since God created everything good, there can, in reality, be no evil or devil. 
If we think wrong about things, our thoughts make things appear adverse, or 
opposed to the good. Such beliefs and things have been named the adversary 
or evil, or devil. For example, Starnes, some small children are afraid to go into 
a dark room to go to bed, because they believe there is some power there that 
will harm them. When they are older, they go into the same room and go 
right to bed, because they know there is no truth in the former belief that some- 
thing would harm them. If we think and speak of the good only, we help to 
free the world from the belief in the devil. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like all the stories but I 
po best, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and “‘Peter Pan.”—Graciela 

iro. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like to read Wee Wisdom. I lend it to my friends. 
They enjoy reading it, too.—Lizzie Williams. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. Many times I get my 
Sunday school lessons from you. Daddy takes Unity, and I like it, too. I 
like, “‘Peter Pan,’’ Busy Sunbeams, and Young Students, best. I should have 
—_ glad if ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ had never ended.—Dorothy 

tillman. 


Wees Wuo AsK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Modena Smith, school work; Ruth Klein, reading, reconciliation of parents ; 
Clyde Glover, arithmetic; Eleanor Maxwell, prosperity and sister’s schoolwork ; 
Minnie Baxter, harmony in home; Edsa M. Clarke, mother’s health; May 
Douglas, health for mother, and for dog; Emily Mestanek, school work, pros- 
perity and health for mother and grandmother; William Roeher, health for 
friend; Wardell Bynum, education for himself and cousin; Robert Pancost, 
school work; Clyde Stamm, health; Edward Christman, deportment; Myrtle 
Snow, school work, and health for mother; Margaret Owen, health for mother 


and father and for Mr. N.; Mildred Waugh, school work. 


WeEeEs WHo WIsH To CoRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Macye Miller, Corbett, Ore.; Elroy Moersch, 5965 Lalite ave., St. 
Louis, Mo.; Cora Wood, 52 Franklin ave., Bend, Ore.; Eva Bristol, Box 
336, Almont, Mich. 

New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLuB 

Marguerite Wallace; Louise Westover; Virginia Jefferson; Elroy Moersch; 
Laurene E. Thorpe; Mildred Rothbun; Edward Christman; Geraldine Loerch; 
Thora Harrison; Warren Glenn Squires; Robert Pancost; Cora Wood; Eva 
Bristol; Mildred Waugh. 
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AL 


BUSY SUNBEAMS 


FRANCES W. FouLkKs 


Happy New Year to each Wee! May each day of the year 
that is just starting be filled with happiness and helpfulness, for these 
two go hand in hand. Aren’t you always helpful when you are happy, 
and happy when you are helpful ? 

The very first bit of needlework that we learn to do this year 
will carry this idea of helpfulness and happiness. It is a gift for 
Mother, the one who fills our days with happiness and who is always 
ready to help whenever we call. So we shall make for this mother of 
ours a beautiful towel to use in the guest room or the bathroom. 
Just think how many will be made happy by this bit of work. First, 
you in giving, then Mother in receiving, and—well, we do not know 
how many will be happy in using this pretty towel. 


Diagram] 


You may make the towel any size that you desire, for you are 
to buy the linen toweling from the bolt, at the store. If you get one 
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of the narrower widths, about fifteen inches wide, which will really 
be prettier, three fourths of a yard will be the right length. Then you 
will need a small piece of fine light blue gingham. Perhaps you can find 
this in your scrap bag, for all that you need is a piece large enough 
for the basket part of our design. I suspect that you have pink, blue, 
yellow, and green embroidery floss left from some of our other work. 


\ 
j 
First trace diagram 1, on a piece of paper, so that you can keep 
Wee Wisdom clean and unspoiled. Make a line with a ruler across 
each end of the toweling, about an inch from the end. Trace your 
scallops across each end just above this line, using the line as a guide to 
keep them straight. The diagram is not long enough to go across 
the towel, of course, but when you trace it once, take it up and place the 
first scallop close to the last one you traced, until the scallops are 
all across the end. Now buttonhole the scallops like you learned to 
do in a lesson during the year just past. Scallop the towel in blue, 
or pink, whichever color Mother likes to use in her guest room. 
Next trace diagram 2, on a piece of paper, and from this pattern 
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trace it on one end of the towel, right in the middle and about two 
inches above the scallops. Trace the basket without the handle and 
flowers on the piece of blue gingham, and cut it out about an eighth 
of an inch outside the traced line. Turn back right on this line and 
baste neatly on the basket that you traced on the towel. Now whip 
this basket down all around with tiny stitches, using a fine needle and 
fine thread. The handle is worked over and over, like diagram 3— 
this is called the satin stitch—using a blue floss to match the basket. 
The pretty bowknot on the handle is made in this same stitch, using 
the pink floss. The petals of the flowers and the little green leaves 
are all made in the lazy daisy stitch, by bringing the needle up through 
the cloth at the point of the petal next to the center, then insert 
the needle in about the same place and let it come out at the 


<> 


D lagram 3 Di aqram + 
other end of the petal. Pass the floss under the point of the needle, 
and draw the needle through. ‘Then stick the needle through the 
cloth almost in the same place it came out; be sure that it is on the 
outside of the stitch. Now begin all over again on the next petal. 
Make the center flower of blue floss, the one on either side of a 
deep pink, and the little flower of a pale blue or pink. The dots in 
the center of the flowers are worked in the satin stitch with yellow floss, 
and the little scattered leaves, of green, in the lazy daisy stitch. The 
double line across the bottom of the basket may be used, or it may 
be left off, but it will add a little to the appearance of the basket if 
worked like the handle, using the blue floss. 

I suppose that many Wees will use this little design in other 
ways. It would look pretty on the pockets of a dress or an apron; it 
could be used on a bureau scarf; on Dolly Dear’s bedspread or car- 
riage robe; and in many other places that the Wees will find in helping 
Mother get ready for the summer vacation. 
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LETTERS 


JEAN M. DEVoE 


*“*But now that I am older I know there is a plan.” 


When I was very little 
I used to think that B 
And A and M and W, 
And R and G and D, 


And all the other letters 
Were playthings just for me. 


But now that I am older, 
I know there is a plan 

For putting them together, 
So M-A-N spells man. 
(I’m finding it much easier 


Than when I first began.) 
And Mother often tells me 


That when I learn to see 

The self-same plan in everything, 
It’s easy as can be. 

She says the magic secret 


Is just K-I-N-D. 


| | 
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ONE-EYED FAIRIES 


Ipa M. THomas 


Busy, busy, all the day, 
In and out they thread their way, 
Making pretty dresses. 
One-eyed fairies never shirk; 
What an army is at work, 
No one ever guesses. 


Stitching blouses for the boys, 
Not disturbed by all their noise; 
They’re indeed good friends. 
Working, working everywhere, 
Making all the children wear— 
Much on them depends. 


What is that I hear you say? 

Can you see them work some day ? 
Yes; no need to ask it. 

They are needles, sharp and bright, 

And they make their home at night 


In Mamma’s workbasket. 


“‘One-eyed fairies never shirk.” 


| 
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LESSONS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN- 


GOD'S WILL 


When we speak of the will, we mean those thoughts by which 
we choose our way of living. When we say: J will learn my lessons, 
we are using our wills to bring into our minds the knowledge that 


makes life rich. 


When we say: / will let you read this interesting book of mine, 
we are using our wills in kindness to others. 


When we say: / will live truly, we are using our wills to make our 
lives like the life of Jesus Christ. 

When we speak of the will of God for us, we mean what God 
intends us to be, what he wishes us to have, and what his Spirit is 
trying to have us do. 


Our wills are like us. God’s will is like God. 


Our wills may lead us into unhappiness. They surely will do 
so, unless we train them to choose the very best for ourselves and for 
others. 


The will of God brings us to joy and peace, because God is joy 
and peace. We train our wills by making them like God’s will. 
God’s will is life. God’s will is health. God’s will is safety. God’s 
will is success in all good works. It is God’s will that we should have 
all the beautiful thoughts and things of which we can think. 


There is no evil, no suffering in God. There can be no evil, no 
suffering in his will for us, for the will of God is like God. It holds 
only kindness for us and for every one. 

We shall always be happy if we let the will of God to take 
the place of our wills, all the time. When the will of God has charge 
of our lives, we never do or say an unkind or an unwise thing. We 
have no unpleasant experiences. Our lives become like the sweet, 
kind will of God, in all ways. Here is a thought to help us give up 
our wills and to let God’s will take charge of us: 


Dear heavenly Father, please take away my will and give me 
your will. 


» 
oo 
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By MARY 


Lesson 4, JANUARY 28, 1923. 
THE RICH MAN AND LAZARUS.—Luke 16:19-31. 


GOLDEN TExT—God giveth us richly all things to enjoy—I|l Tim- 
othy 6:17. 


Jesus told the story of “The Rich Man and Lazarus.” There was 
a rich man dressed in garments of purple and fine linen, living in splendor. 
At the gate before his house lay a man named Lazarus. He was a beggar, 
and he was covered with sores. For food, he asked for the crumbs that fell 
from the rich man’s table. The dogs in the street came and licked his sores. 
Finally the rich man died, and the beggar also died. The soul of the beg- 
gar found peace and rest, but the rich man knew no rest. He had not been 
kind and helpful to Lazarus when he had an opportunity. 

Of course we can readily see the lesson this teaches us in our rela- 
tions with our fellow men. We know that Jesus’ teaching is that we are 
all of one family, and that we must each do whatever we can to make 
others happy and comfortable. Only as we do this can we have peace 
and rest ourselves. Let us now study the lesson, applying it all to ourselves. 
Lazarus and the rich man are in each of us, but we are not allowing the 
rich man to become selfish, nor Lazarus to be in want and sickness. The 
rich man is that in us which takes care of the body’s needs; we must not 
allow him to take all of our time and attention. Lazarus is the soul, that 
which we feed and keep happy by dwelling on Truth and expressing love 
and kindness. ‘When we understand and remember the teaching of this 
lesson, we always know how to help others, and so, help comes to us when 
we need it. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER . 
Tell this story and show how the rich man could have helped himself 
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and Lazarus at the same time. Which would you rather have: great 
wealth or a loving and generous heart which prompts you to do good to 


your fellow men? How do we keep the rich man in us from becoming 
selfish? How do we feed Lazarus? 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—He that hath pity on the 
poor, happy is he. 


Lesson 5, FEBRUARY 4, 1923. 
THE GRACE OF GRATITUDE.—Luke 17:11-19. 


GOLDEN TExT—Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, And into 
his courts with praise: Give thanks unto him, and bless his name.— 
Psalms 100:4. 


In this lesson we find Jesus on his last journey to Jerusalem. It was 
very important that he should be there at a certain time, but he was never 
in too great a hurry to have time to consider the needs of any one. As 
he entered a certain village, he was met by a most distressing spectacle. Ten 
lepers, who had heard of his wonderful healing power, approached, and 
said to him: “Jesus, Master, have mercy on us.” Compassion filled the 
heart of Jesus as he looked upon them; he spoke healing words to them, 
and they were healed. It was not necessary for him to touch them, for 
even his words carried healing. He told them to go and show themselves 
to the priests. There was as yet no sign of their cleansing, yet they knew in 
their hearts that Jesus could and would heal them. So, taking his word for 
it, they obeyed him and went where only those who were cleansed were 
supposed to go—to the priests. Because they acted upon their faith, they 
were healed. Of the ten who were thus healed, only one returned to give 
thanks. How the heart of Jesus must have delighted in the gratitude of this 
man to whom salvation meant more than healing. In all Jesus’ works and 
ministry, he made it plain that those who gave praise and thanks for bless- 
ings received would receive the greater benefits. The same is true today, 
and if we would increase our good we must give time to praising God and 
giving thanks. To praise God for healing, quickens the demonstration of 
healing, and to praise him for prosperity, brings us added blessings along 
every line. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


In what way was the leprosy of these men a blessing? It brought 
them to Jesus and taught them his healing power. - 

What is Jesus’ attitude now toward those who are ill or sinful? The 
same as it was toward the lepers. 
Why was it unnecessary for Jesus to touch these men in order to 
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heal them? Because he knew the power of the word; in declaring the men 
to be whole, he was speaking words of life and power and intelligence. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—!/ believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ, and I am made whole. 


Lesson 6, FEBRUARY 11, 1923. 
THE SPIRIT OF PRAYER.—Luke 18:1-14. 


GOLDEN TEXT—A contrite heart is acceptable unto God. 


Our lesson today contains two of Jesus’ parables. The first parable: 
There was a certain judge who feared neither God nor man; he rather 
prided himself that he did only those things which he wished to do. A certain 
woman came to him, asking his help. At first the judge did not heed her 
plea, but he soon saw that she would not give up, and that if he was to 
have any peace it would be necessary for him to grant her request. He 
gave her his help. This shows us how very necessary it is that we do not 
become easily discouraged. If at first we do not receive the thing for which 
we pray, we must pray and pray again. This strengthens our faith, and 
our prayers will be answered. 

The second parable: Two men entered a temple to pray—a Phar- 
isee and a publican. The Pharisee prayed first and his prayer was all 
about himself and his many virtues. He did not think it necessary to ask 
God for forgiveness, nor to give thanksgiving to God for his blessings. In 
fact, there was little real thought of God in his prayer. The publican, 
however, humbled himself. He was thinking of God’s holiness and mercy, 
and of his own shortcomings. He asked God to have mercy upon him, and 
to bless him and help him, and he received the pardon and the blessing 
that he sought. It always pays to be humble before God, for he loves and 
rewards a humble spirit. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


In your own way, tell each of these stories, and what you consider 
that they teach. How do they help you? 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ pray without ceasing. 
I am meek and humble of heart. 


Lesson 7, Fespruary 18, 1923. 
JESUS AND ZACCH/EUS.—Luke 19:1-10. 


GoLpEN TEXT—The Son of man came to seek and to save that 
which was lost—Luke 19:10. 


We are still reading of the events that occurred upon the journey of 
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Jesus to Jerusalem. As he entered Jericho he found a great mass of people 
gathered to see him. Doubtless all these people had heard of his wonderful 
deeds, and were interested in seeing what manner of man he might be. 
Among those who sought to see him was a man called Zacchzeus, who was 
very rich, and who was considered a sinner. He tried to press through the 
crowd that was waiting to see Jesus, but he found that it was impossible. 
He was a small man, and it seemed that he had no chance in all that 
great throng of people, but he was very earnest in his desire to see Jesus, 
and he determined that he would not give up. There was a sycomore tree 
close at hand, so Zaccheeus decided to climb it. Not a very dignified thing, 
to be sure, but he had his heart set upon seeing Jesus, and he was not to 
be disappointed. He had his reward, for Jesus saw him, and singled him 
out from all that great crowd. Jesus bade him come down out of the tree, 
saying: “To-day I must abide at thy house.” His was the most honored 
home in Jericho that day, and it made him very happy to have Jesus for 
his guest. He believed in Jesus and was quick to pattern after him. 
Whereas he had seemed to be a stingy, miserly sort of person, he now made 
restitution to those whom he had wronged, and gave bountifully to the 
poor. Salvation had come to him and to his house, and the blessing of 
the Christ was upon him ever after. Think what wonderful opportunities 
we have of seeing and knowing Jesus. Are we taking advantage of these 
opportunities? If not, we are losing valuable time, for to seek Jesus and 
to know him will bring far greater blessings than acquiring wealth or any 
other temporal good. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

What was the first step in Zaccheeus’ salvation? He sought to see 
Jesus. 

What is more important—the acquiring of money, or finding Jesus? 
It is more important to seek Jesus than to do anything else in the world. 
When we have found him and his kingdom, he adds all the blessings we 
need for our welfare and happiness. 

What transformed Zaccheus into a large-hearted, self-forgetting, 
loving man? The love and power of Jesus Christ. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—Jesus Christ comes into 
my life and brings me peace, harmony, and happiness. 


ingle man—13. 
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MAKING SUNSHINE 


ELIZABETH DIMICK 


The four Fremont children were as cross as could be. They 
frowned and whined and stamped their feet. This unpleasant state of 
mind had been coming on them for a week, because there had been 
seven rainy days. 

At first they thought it fun to stay in the house and play indoor 
games, but after the third day they grew very restless. They stood 
with their noses pressed against the windowpanes, looking out at the 
drip, drip, dripping of the rain. All the plans which they had made for 
outdoor romps had to be given up. They yawned, they scolded, and 
they even cried, but the weather did not change. Then Jessie had 
an idea that at least they could change their unhappy feeling about 
it, if they tried. 

“‘Let’s make sunshine!” she exclaimed. 

The other three, Bab, Jack, and Junior, looked at her as if she 
had said: “‘Let’s fly to the moon.” 

But they were interested and kept still to listen, just as they did 
when she had a new fairy tale for them. 

After she had told them a tiny bit about her idea, she went to the 
telephone, and called up the other children of the neighborhood. 
They all answered in complaining tones, for the weather was making 
them cross, too. 

Jessie asked them to come over, early that afternoon, to help 
make sunshine. This surprised them as it had her sister and brothers. 
She said that it was a secret until they got there, but that she wanted 
each one to promise to wear something yellow—sash, hair ribbon, 
scarf, tie, or flower. The important thing to remember was this: 
They must be sure to come smiling. 

They came, a dozen of them, and proved that they had remem- 
bered the rules. Jessie, herself, wore a yellow dress, with a long 
gold chain and locket, and there was a big yellow bow on her golden 
curls. She was smiling, and so were her guests. She pinned yellow 
badges on the guests as they laid off their wraps. Bab and Jack and 
Junior had tissue caps and frills—that were left from Halloween— 
and they grinned at the company. 
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There was a bright, glowing, open fire in the living room. The 
first number on the program was the song, “Little Sunshine,” played 
by a phonograph. The boys and the girls joined heartily in singing 
the song. Then the Fremont children brought in some fluffy, yellow 
kittens. There were smiles and happy words now, without any need 
for rules. The cunning kittens were not named yet, and Jessie asked 
all to choose the very nicest names they could. Soon ‘names were 
being called out in a gay chorus. There were such cheerful sounding 
ones as, “Sunny,” and “Smiles,” and “Minnehaha.” The little 
owners were much pleased, as they had only thought of the kind of 
names that cats and dogs nearly always have. 

Next, every one was asked to tell the funniest jokes that he, or 
she, had ever heard; then there were riddles to be guessed. 

Later, Jessie and Bab served oranges and yellow cakes. 

When it was time to go home, all were in a high good humor. 
They had enjoyed making sunshine, and they all thanked Jessie for 
her original idea. 

Just as they were leaving, the real sun started to shine through 
the clouds, and they knew that fair weather had come. 


GROWING SMILES 
A smile is quite a funny thing; 


It wrinkles up your face; 


And when it’s gone you never find 
Its secret hiding place. 


But far more wonderful it is 
To see what smiles can do: 
You smile at one, he smiles at you, 
And so one smile makes two. 


He smiles at some one, since you smiled, 
And then that one smiles back; 

And that one smiles, until, in truth, 
You keep in smiling track. 


And since a smile can do great good 
By cheering hearts of care, 
Let’s smile and smile and not forget 
That smiles go everywhere. 
—Selected. 
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ANSWERS TO DECEMBER PUZZLES 


Answers to block letters: B (bee), T (Tea), Y (Why), J 
(Jay), C (Sea). 


Answers to poem in figures: 
Little seeds of mercy, 
Sown by youthful hands, 
Grow to bless the nations 
Far in heathen lands. 


Answer to Unity Enigma: 
Unity School of Christianity. 


Noisy Touch 

Oily Sift 

Rich Tan 
TRY IT 


Cross out two letters from each of the following words, and the 
remaining letters will spell the last name of a writer in Wee Wisdom: 


SHIP LAND KEEL WIND 


WHAT AM I? 


My first is in hope, but not in desire. 
My second’s in water, but not in fire. 
My third is in earth, but not in sky. 
My fourth is in graham, but not in rye. 
My fifth is in owe, but not in pay. 

My sixth is in nay, but not in yea. 

My seventh’s in yours, but not in mine. 
My whole is a wonderful trait divine. 


TWO PUZZLES 
I am composed of 25 letters, and am a quotation from 
Jesus which made some one very happy. My 8-19-14-24-11-9-3 
mean not sick. My 21-18-16-5-1 mean a kind of grain. My 7-12 
6-20-4 mean one who steals. My 22-25-10-15 mean part of the 
body. My 13-23-17-2 mean a winged insect. 
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THE BLOCKS 


Daddy went to town Saturday, 
and Buddy went with him. Buddy 
bought me a set of blocks. 


The blocks are yellow, and they 
have large red letters on them. I[ 
can build a church with them. 
Sometimes I make a fence and shut 
my play animals in a pen. 


Buddy showed me how to spell 
my name. He set the blocks down 
in a row, and told me the name of 
each letter. Then he had me try. 
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If I took the wrong block, Buddy 
gave me the right one. After a 
while I knew how to place them. 


Buddy asked me to try the next 
day. I did, and Mother said that I 
had them right. She thought that 
it would be fun for me to surprise 
Buddy by having my name spelled 
for him when he came home from 
school. 


So when he came in, I had four 
blocks on the floor, to spell my 
name. 
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THE NEW YEAR BABY 


The fields were covered with snow; against the purple and steel 
of the western sky the naked trees stood in bold relief. 

“Tt will be a cold night,”” said Daddy, as he put another log in 
the big brick fireplace. “I’m thinking the new year baby will find 
this a chilly country, when he arrives on the midnight express. Pity 
he hasn’t an overcoat.” 

Jimmy, munching apples and pop corn in his warm corner on 
the hearth, laughed at the idea of the new year baby in a greatcoat. 
There was much laughter and gay talk, for all the uncles and cousins 
and aunts had gathered to welcome the New Year. But fires do make 
one drowsy, especially when one feels comfortably well fed. 

Suddenly, amid the gay laughter, Jimmy heard a chuckle. He 
looked up in surprise to find that he was no longer in his warm corner 
beside the fire. He was out in Clayton’s wheat field, looking at the 
tree which in summer resembled a camel’s head, but which now seemed’ 
like an angry old man, with too many arms. There, on one of the 
arms, with his legs crossed, sat the new year baby, as comfortable as 
could be. He was wrapped in a huge overcoat, large enough for 
Daddy. Jimmy shrieked with glee: 

“Oh! you look just as I thought you would—only, how on 
earth can you walk in that big coat?” 

“Why should I walk?” inquired the new year baby, with a 
rather lofty manner. “All I need to do is to desire a thing, and there 
it is. I wished to speak with you, but did I have to come to you? 
Not at all. I merely brought you here to me.” 

“Tt was kind of you to want to speak with me, I am sure,” said 
Jimmy, uncertain whether or not he should laugh. 

The baby did look so funny trying to be pompous and to live up 
to the coat he was wearing. Then Jimmy caught a twinkle in the 
baby’s eyes, and they both laughed. The baby rocked back and forth 
on the limb, uttering peal after peal of bell-like laughter. Then, 
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slipping out of the greatcoat he settled down in the snow beside 
immy. 

“T don’t really need it,” he said. “I only wore it because you 
laugh at the idea. I am never cold, you know. How could I be? 
I am made of love and life. Just think, Jimmy—there isn’t anything 
that we can’t accomplish, you and I. Of course I need your help, 
that’s why I wanted to talk with you. Now tell me some of the things 
that you really want to do.” 

Jimmy thought hard. It was rather overwhelming to be asked to 
help the new year baby, but he promised himself that he would be 
worthy. 

“Well,” he said at last, “I really want to understand my arith- 
metic better, but first, I suppose we ought to help John with his 
reading.” 

“Fine, Jimmy! When you learn about arithmetic, you will know 
just how to help John with reading.” 

Immediately, Jimmy discovered that he was in his regular seat 
at school, with the new year baby snuggling close beside him. His 
arithmetic was before him, opened to the day’s lesson. 

“Remember, Jimmy, that all the intelligence in the world is yours 
to use, because intelligence comes from God and you are his child.” 

Jimmy remembered, and the seventh problem, which had seemed 
hard, suddenly became as clear as a sunny day. 

““Now, tell John,” reminded the baby. 

Jimmy looked up, and, sure enough, there was John at his desk. 

“God is your intelligence, John,” Jimmy heard himself say, 
“and you can read as well as any one.” 

John’s face beamed, and he began reading, smoothly and with 
understanding, the story through which he had stumbled before. 

Just then Jimmy heard bells ringing. 

“T must go now,” said the new year baby, “but remember that 
you are my helper. We shall make this world so warm and cozy with 
God’s love that no one will need a greatcoat,”” and he laughed as he 
ran away. 

After he had disappeared, Jimmy could still hear him laugh—or 
were there bells ringing? 

Yes, there were bells, and Daddy was lifting him out of his 
warm corner. ‘“Wake up, Son, and bid the new year baby welcome. 
You had better make friends with him at once, for he will be with us 
a whole year.” 

“Friends! Why, we’re partners,” said Jimmy, but the family 
thought that he was not yet awake. 
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UNITY BOOKS AND BOOKLETS 


Book of Silent Prayer.............. paper, 75¢; keratol, $2.00 
Study Helps and Questions for Christian 
75¢; $1.50; “300 
Question Helps for Lessons in 35¢ 
Miscellaneous Writings................-. paper, 75¢; cloth, $1.50 
*Wee Wisdom’s Way...............- paper, 75¢; de luxe, $1.50 
*Wee Wisdom Picture Book Vol. II i 
Beaux Arts Series (6 booklets marked {)................45. $1.50 
Directions for Beginners 25¢ 
paper, 25¢; keratol, 00 
Finding the Christ (German or Spanish)................225- 35¢ 
7God’s Hand, and Him and Let Him Go............ 25¢ 
Helps for Teachers a Practical 15¢ 
Holy Spirit, 25¢ 
Inspirational Series (3 booklets marked §)................ $1.00 
oy and the Way of Attainment.................0.eeeeees 25¢ 
paper, 50¢; keratol, $2.00 
Oneness With God, and Neither Do I Condemn Thee........ 25¢ 
Prosperity Series (4 booklets marked 
Pure Reason and Honest Logic of Practical Christianity...... 25¢ 


*Books and booklets for children 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Uy A day to spend: 
I'll shop with care; 
J oy tho'ts I'll buy 

| With all to share. 


NOON 
wa A week of days: 
What happy wealth! 
purchase wisdom, 


Love, and health. be of 


NIGHT 


A year of days: 

I'll use all mine 

To make my life 
More true and fine. 
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